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i§ Aoy MYSELY. By Themes P
HE mos! interesting thing sbout this in- |
teresting avtoblography in the singular |
saeventfalness of Mr. Dreiser's youth,
Nothing in particalar happened to him, |
4 his sweethesris; but what youth has
" pet, ondl alih more rapid frequency, greater |
wootshine, happier novelty and moare signul
iotess then had Mr. Dreirer? During all his
goars A% B rewspaper reporter, in Chicago,
s Letir. r'.l‘h\-'l!' and New York, he
seems 1o have hud but one adventure, to have
pecn witniers to or & vigred (o cover but one
geigstrophe and that quite by accident,
ave bat (e emeniber LAl he wes & reporter
in Chicage durigg the wide-open days
Yowing the Weorld's Fuir, in Pittsburgh when
that ity way just reaching its apotheosis
il i of #lee! and poverty, in New
. ‘-“'. when Richerd Harding Davie, David *
'w" Phitlips, Arthur Brisbane and Sam-
S é”pi},’.! Adams were on the r.se as news.

L men, to wonder what Mr. Dreiser was
E when a great deal of Anteresting hell

By Burton Rascoe l
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You

foi-

g popping all about him
There is @t neonscions iromy in thews
E n'”hﬁ,,-- O perhaps the 1rony ip con-
g Thes was never & Youth who
stgrted out i1 with & mere prandiose
Jpedisient of roms Hustons: und there
was  Beved a vouth who en-
copntered s o slay, fewer
maldens to 1 ¢ und fewer varleta to put
iy their place an Mr. Drelser. He had al
most mo fup & 1. He held hands here and
there: he n telin us, one or two
spportunitios; having his breskfast in @
finer once he had the ntary satisfac

en a yvokel on the

way station gazéd upon

tiom of &n arisid
plstform cof a blead

Mm in sapcer-eved envy and admiration;
Bo booght w Ftetsot # broad-brimmed
epoogh for Buffalo Bl snd a military coat
Jung ecwough to fit the lste Grand Duke |
Michae]l Michaslovitch to go courting in: he |
played up to his relatives once far too ef- |
fectively for solver a8 & man of mark,
slary: Arthur Brishane wan |

o Tosition and
opee kind to him;
! tenthers on a visit to the
But the unexpected, serio
pathetie, Rabelnisan esen

und he chaperoned u dele
gation of schod
World's Fair
tomie, ludicrous
pades and adventures the eavaliesi reporter |
to, Mr. Dreiser never hed, |
Paul Dresser, had them, and he |
was nol & newmspeper msan. One gets an im-
Theodore as & moony, much- |
troubled, poztic, shy and diffident young man |
stumbling dresnily, vaguely through the |
murky stregts of Chieago and Pitteburgh,
transferring the self pity of his poverty into
sn easy snd comforting pity for the people
of the slums, chullenging the God of his
pous German Catholic parents to answer for
the miseries of the world and his own, find-
ing 8 momentary solace in the fisttery of a
smile or n kiss, catching a feeting glimpse
of beauty in » suneet, the shadows of g city
sireet, the foliage of a eity park, the trim
bedy of u pretty girl, or of a campanile
sgainst » winter sky. But his adventures
were those of the spirit, ngt of the flesh,

That is why It was on the calendar that
Mr, Dreiser should become a novelist and
not & great newspaper man. All the factors .
of his tarly life, which may be dizcovered.
the frank and beautiful pages of “A
Housier Holiday,” “A Traveler at Forty,” and
the chapter on his brother Paul in “Twelve
Men,” tended to mold him into & man of
dramatic imagintion, romantically intlined.
Ard life is not dramatic; only art is that,
Life is melodramatie, with elements of low
comedy relief; and to be a good journmiist,
& good reporter, one must recogmize this
truth. Mr. Dreiser was not s good Te-
perter: he might have made a fair to mid-
dling editorial writer or a Sunday feature
man, for he thought in dramatic terms, with
wistfu] overtones of criticism and of won-
der' but he had not the equipment to see
events in & cynical, cool light as & spectacle,
amusing, pathetic, ephemeral—as ephemeral
84 lnst year's grest murder mystery. He had
much, {ar too much, soul,

. - -

lT MUST be & cause for pain snd chagrin

to Mr. Dreiser's detractors ss a nevelist,
vwho urge against him the single score of
immorality, to read this boek. On the face
of it this self-revelution in frank and sincere,
Mr. Dreiser has the conspicuous virtue of all
great confessors: he does not hide the truth

in psually heir

His brother

prespivn of

thinly ke s in turn pathetic and lovable
tlubllnw and ludicrous. He is, like °;'r
George Moore of “Hall and l-'urﬂ:'ell o m\;:'-h
rud n!ih-n & booby; he is, like -lhe St
Augusting of the “Confesslons,” much nd
(Tt & neadle; he is, Jike : %

¥
R RT T 1) |
rnd often an axs: ke oty oy

| . Yy

much and often & vain gnd ualnl:;'nl. :;r::::"."
lie Is, like Bunyan aud Dickens, In hn:.;--;i;
bad tuste; but ke (s forever and niways
frunk, nonest and winee re. i
‘Here | am

vut,
says be, " in all my naked
I hove tried hard, desporately hard

te find® seme meaning, gome symmelry

He blurts It ol !

ol : " ome
caning to life. | have thoupl: o Baeh aw |
Lisin my eapacity to think: | have felt as

much as It is In my capacily to fed; 1 have
l\|-r-r'.ﬂal"|'r1'l!, stroggled, fought, argued 1o
the limit of my capabilities that those whe
come mfter me may Lknow som thing moro of

tife than L. 1 have learned

even when it makes him ridiculows. For cers

Hitle, damned

oR News andd Reuvicws

little, My impressions gre an confused and
i 'l_"ll‘lm'l] a8 the life' | have seen and ex-+
perierced. 1 have a theory, from some
reientist or philesopher with whom 1 ecould
npres, nbout chemical reactiors, laws of at

truetions and repulsion, the mating foree,
the Instabllity of dogma, the anachrontsm of
rienegsmy ond all that. | may be wreng.
iut T um telling you, frankly fully, rvincerely,
vhat ‘my life has been: what 1 have thﬂﬂﬁ‘:”
and experienced. Make what you can of it.
I am impelled to write 1t out of the same in

Fer necesaity that dictated *Sister Carrle
‘The
am glad.

bad my say.”

e and
Titan.' If it In valuable te hamanity, |

If 1t is not, well and good; 1 have

bt \e
And what is that Ufe end what has it .to

sy ?

In » emall, industriale Indiana town
Fueodors Dreiser was borm  of  poverty.
stricken, pious, German-Cathelic parenta,

Tiere were far tvo many children; \hey had

ARTHUK MACHEN, author of “The Secret Glory,” “The Hill of Dreams,” “The
House of Souls,” etc.—a coricature by Edmund Puffy
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By Esther Murphy .

MEMORIES OF A MOSTEXS: A CHRONICLE OF
EMINENT PRIENDSHIFE  Drawn chiefiy trom
the Diartes of Mre, James T, Flelde. Wy M. A,
De Wolfe Howe, The Atlantic Monthly Press

HE diaries end letters of Mrs. James

T. Fields, which have been collected

by M. A, De Wolfe Howe under the

title of “Memories of a Hostess,”
supply an imteresting footnote to the his-
tory of that intellectual and literary soclety
which flourished in New England during the
middle years of the nineteenth century, The
book might not inaptly be ealled “The Chron-
icle of a Provincial Salon,” for Mrs, Fields's
heuse in Charles Strect was the only salon
that Boston has ever boasted, and perbaps,
indeed, the only one that has ever made its
appearance in & country whese whole temper
has always been profoundly hostile to the
existence of such an institotion,

Mrs. Fields's husband, Jumes T. Fields,
was himself & considersble figure in the lit-
erary life of his time. A member of the
eelebruted publishing firm of Ticknor &

Fields and for ten years an editor of “The
Atlantic Menthly,” he was on terms of the
most intimate friendship with Emerson,
Hawthorne, Longfellow, Lowell and Oliver
Wende!ll Holmes, ang. his house was long =
gathering place for all these eminent per-
sons and for many others besides [t was
Mrs, Fields's piivilege to priside over these
assemblages, and the impressions which she
has recorded of them in her journsl and her
correspondence, which have been edited with
great wkill and discretion by Mr. Howe, gre-
sent an intimate pieture of what was per-
haps the most unususl society that America
has ever produced.

Mrs. Fields's reminiscences have a poar-
ticulsr signifieance at the present time, when
the whele New England movement is being
rather viclently depreciated. “The New Eng-
land Augustans” are paying the penalty for
having been overpraised doring their life by

C;nﬁnwd on page eighteen

| this day got over it.
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carly te shift (.r themielves withoct ade.
vuste tra‘ning ar ' eduration; there were the
bickerings and icily quarrels incident te
InEecure, ‘precar (us demestie life. Amuong
the children there were definite evidences of
Faul

wan & musician by (astinet, an wmishis and

s hetitage of talem, even of penlus

telented man, generous, sentimental, ~hild-
I'ke; he beeame a notable figure n‘.' hia time
upon Hr‘n-i‘.-, as & varietly entertalner. nd
author of “On the

There war pnother brother

Banks of the

oa the
Wabash, aho
Led the sensitive equipment of a poet and
whom to Wbe grest a
frain: tly "

meineni
in a kouse of prostitution,

tor lfe prove too
Fared bril

e died abjectly

for o

. L] .

'I‘IH"."I.III!:E wua, curiously or significansly

enoagh, the Parsifal, l'*.cl Galahnad of this
family group. It wis upon him that the family
king and training had settled mest defi-
To this drink or
smoke anil his language is free from pro-
farity or obscenity. He was and Is tender,
| & litile eredulous and senti-

ten

nitely day he does not

aliectionate, st
Mis autobiography is an analogue of

the spirit of his time. He went, like a boy
hers eut ef a Herntio Alger jr. novel,
[ His amb

metitnal

Chieago to eeek hig 1

them, we

he gtates finite
He wanted to cut a figure In the wer

wanted rubber-iired carviages and fur conts

and prett etnen in beautiful gewns to ad-

nire and e I settled upon him

the apell o t the pryehMogints, o'y e

time of the debut of Jules de Ganitier, have

called Bov | cagerly qurht ty bae
emething quite otl e than what he w

¥ {or mather thewght himself to be,

is real handsom gn utly, ungainiy

wnttrnctive man; and y he wanted

11 for him in windrow Na one

urprised than he when, i3 &

did, A smile swelled his chest

8 kiss v reassured him, ‘a eongquest get

him up, made him prond. Utlerly w hout

ssivengss, indeed a

entimentalism

or

greed

le, grateful campount of

calism, it “Is amusipg to conaider the
tleiem which have made of him

gosnip and
ogre, a Machiavelli and a terrible Don

Jusn, It waz after more than & year of
nrdent hip that I ed a place
whers 1 could hold her hand, pat my arms
sbout her, kiss her, but never could 1 induce

reach

court

her te sit upen my lap, That wa reserved
for = much later date.”

In his other cuntsets with life he was no
less i1l nt ease and without assurance The

office bors in the outer corridor of the edl-
torial rooms of “The World” treated him =0
rough and disrespeetfully that he has not to
He pays tribute to their

| bad manners to the extent of five pages. He

was buffeted at every turn by life, by reality;
Lie was sensitive with the sensitivity of an
artist; by instinet telerant, kind, gentle, self-
«frcing, but no iess giving the full meed of
Lis admiration te the dashing, sggresyive,

| successful figures of American |ife. A saving

sense. not of humer, but of intelligence, made
him sce these nien in their proper perapecs
tive:. it was this sense plus the endowment
of hix romantic imagination which enabled
him to create Fronk Cowperwood and Eugene
Witla, which stand as suthentic find eare-
fully realized figures in American sociely
during its greai epoch of indastrial democ-
roey. He had, il appears, during the yeam
recorded in this autobiegraphy but iwo or
three literary cnthosinsms, Dickens, Hugo
and Balzae, It was Balzac whom he wished
most to emulate; and it was not, interestingly
cnough, out of worship of Bulzac as an artist.
It was frankly bocause he wanted to kuow as
much of American high life and to mingle in
it as Balzac appesred to know. He tells us
he loved and suffered and lived with Balzae's
heroes and heroines, that they were to him 29
real as sny people he knew. It was such a
world that he lived in. No wonder he failed
an & newspaper man, for in newspaper report-
ing there is little room for imaginution - life
is much too stridently celored for that—and
pecame & novelist. And it is little wonder
that he has begun to write his reminiscences
out of & feilure fully to have his say in fle.
tion, and that he has given us here a book
of tendernesa and truth, humbly and sin-
cerely told, the poignantly interesting histery
of s not unususl life, which in ita very
commonplacenens may ac e as & representa-
tive record of te barme Jess of the average

I life in elemer ™ of advr ‘ure and ecstasy.
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